TheTragedie of Hamlet 

Quee. So he does indeed . 

Pel. At fuch a time; ile loofe my daughter to him, 

Be you and 1 behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if he ioue her not, 

And be not from his reafonfalne thereon 
Let me be no alfiftant for a State 
But kcepe a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will trie it. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Quee. But looke where fadly the poore wretch come .; reading. 

Pol.Avi ay, I do befeecb you both away.£.v<r King and Queene., 
lie boord him pvefently, ohgiue meleauc, 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well, Gcd a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a man. . 

Pol. Honed my Lord. 

Ham. Lfir to be honed as this world goes. 

Is to be one man pickt out of ten thou! and, 

Pol. Thai’s \ r ery true my Lord. 

Ham. For ifthe Sun breedmaggots in a dead dogge, being a 
good kiifing carrion. Baue you a daughter? 

Pol. I hauemy Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walkci’ch Sun, conception is a blefling, 
But as your daughter may concciue, friend looke ro’t. 

Pol. How fay youby that, ft 11 harpingon my daughter, yet 
he knew me not at firft,a laid I was a Fifhmonger, a is farre gone,, 
and truly in my youth, I differed much extremity for loue, very 
ncerethis. lie fpcaketo him againe. What doe you rcaderoy 
Lord. 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter rny Lord. 

Ham. Betwccne who. 

Pel- I meane the matter that you read my Lord.. 

Ham. Slanders fir; for the Satcricall Rogue fares here, thatold’ 
men haue grey beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eics 
purging thick Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they hausa 









Prince of Denmarke. 

plentifull lacke of wit, together with moll weake bams, all which 
fir though I moil powerfully and potently beleeue, yet I hold it 
not honeftie to hauc it thus fet down, for your felfe fir lliall grow 
old as I am; if like a Crab you could goebackeward. 

iV.Though thisbemadneffe,yet there is method irv’t,wilyou 
walkc out of the aire my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my graue. 

‘Polo. Indeed that’s out of the aire ; how pregnant fometimes 
his replies are,a happines that often madnes hits on, which reafon 
and fanrftitie could not fo profperoufly be deliuered of. I wil leaue 
him and mydaoghter. My Lord, I will take my leaue ofyou. 

Ham. Y ou cannot take from me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall : except my life, except my life, except my 
Jjfe. Enter Guilderferne ,and Rofonsratn. 

Polo. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Theie tedious old fooles. 

Polo. You goe to fccke the Lord Hamlet, there he is. 

Rof.C od faueyou fir. 

GhjI. My honor’d Lord. 

■< Pof. My mod deere Lord. 

Ham. My excellent good friends, how doft thou Gnildenflerxel 
A Rofencraw f,good lads how doe you both ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the'earth. 

Guji. Happy, in that we are not euer happy on Fortunes lap, 
We are not the very button. 

Ham.Not th e foies of her fhooe. 

Ref. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then you Hue about her waft, or in the middle of her fa- 

Guyl. Faith her priuates we. (uorsif. 

Ha . In the fecret parts of fortune,oh moft true,fhe is a ftrumpec 
What newes ? 

Ppf None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. (true; 

Ham. Then is Doomes dayneere, but your newes is not 
But in the beaten way offriendfhip,v\hat make you at Elfonoure? 

Rof To vific you my Lord, no other occafion.. 

LLmBegger that I am,Iam euer poore in thankes,but I thank 
you, and fine deare friends, my thaiks arc too dcare a halfpenys, 
wereyounot fent for? is it yourewne incliuing?is it a free vifita 
tion?come, c.on>e,dcaIe mfily with me, come, come, nay fpeake, 
Guyl. VVhat fhould we fay my Lord ? 

1R - 5 ... Ham. 
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